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Perhaps one of man's oldest hang-ups is his preoccupation with luck, 
with destiny, with fate. Out of that preoccupation has grown an entire 
lore of odd beliefs and rituals designed to keep ill fortune from 
knocking, smashing, or chewing at the door. 

Let’s explore some of those strange customs together now In ... 
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Although your psychological- 
breakthrough article "How to Gang 
Up On Your Hang-Ups" will not be 
published until somewhere near the 
end of this issue of CRAZY, and of 
course, this being page four, I have 
no idea what it’s about (the article, 
that is), I was so enthusiastic about 
this concept which I've never heard 
of that I dug out this true and authen¬ 
tic case history from my actual files 
(as opened to my pretend files) and 
am sending it along, because I feel 
almost, but not totally, I stress, cer¬ 
tain that your readers may or may 
not be interested in it, and if not, 
would you please send it back, be¬ 
cause this sentence has to end some¬ 
where. 

Zitzpop Cistern, Jr. is twenty-four 
years old. From his birth, he had the 
terrible problem of relating to the 
horrendous name his parents had 
given him. His friends would always 
laugh at him. His classmates would 
break out in chuckles whenever his 
name was called on the roll. Yet, he 
couldn't object to his name without 
saying that his father's first name 


My Uncle Hiram always used to 
say, “Never cross the Hudson River 
with your pants down." He always 
used to say that. Always. If you asked 
him why his wiry white whiskers grew 
up to his chin from the middle of his 
chest (which they did), he would 
still answer, "Never cross the Hud¬ 
son River with your pants down." 

Small wonder, then, that Uncle 
Hiram was committed by his loving 
relatives to the Missouri Home for 
the Unreclaimable, late in 1974. 

Uncle Hiram died in February, 
and his doctors sadly informed the 
delighted and financially overbur¬ 
dened survivors that his last two 
words were "pants down." it came as 


was stupid and his family name was 
silly. Or vice-versa. 

Therefore, cleverly, upon his 
eighteenth birthday, when he finally 
had some control over his life, he 
changed his name to Zitz Cist. It was 
an improvement, though hardly a 
major one. 

Zitzpop's problem, though, was 
actually in the area of dating. On his 
first date, which incidentally was a 
dance at the local Presbyterian 
Church, which admittedly offered 
little opportunity for necking let 
alone getting to any of the bases not 
just the members of the baseball 
team talked about, Zitzpop’s father 
drove the car. The elder Zitzpop was 
a smelly dockworker who picked his 
nose incessantly during the trip 

Trying to cover up for his father, 
young Zitzpop told his date, "Oh, 
it's just a pimple in his nose." To 
which his father replied, "No, it's 
snot." 

This girl refused to dance any close 
dances with Zitzpop, and he figured 
his father had something to do with it. 
However, he was later to learn that 
the girl was actually quite smitten 
with Zitzpop Senior and would meet 
him behind the barn after school, 
much to his mother's ignorance. 

From then on, therefore, Zitzpop 
picked his nose wherever he went. 
He was under the dubious delusion 
thal this was both an inherited family 
trait and an excellent way to get 
girls to meet you behind the barn. 

Zitzpop carried this habit well into 
college and wondered why he wasn't 
getting any dates or invitations to 
attend the porno-film auditions at 
the cinema-appreciation depart¬ 
ment. 

Finally, Zitzpop's only close friend 


no surprise. 

And, life being the tragic farce it 
is, we never appreciated, nor even 
suspected, the grain of truth Uncle 
Hiram had tried so desperately to 
impart to us... until it was too late. 

On a dare. I crossed the Hudson 
River from Manhattan to New Jer¬ 
sey with my pants down. Awaiting 
me at the foot of the palisades on 
the Jersey side was Machiste, son of 
Hercules, who solemnly pointed up¬ 
ward at the towering, jagged walls 
of stone and said, "We must scale 
the cliff." 

It was an arduous climb—and 
hardly worth the effort. For all we 
foundatthe summit was a town called 


and a known stud took Zitzpop aside 
and explained, “Listen, Zitz, girls 
don't go for guys who pick their 
noses." To which Zitzpop retorted, 
"You don't know what the hairy neck 
you're talking about!" Zitzpop 
promptly dropped out of school, 
leaving behind him a potential B.A. 
in chiropractic medicine with a minor 
in dirge-humming. 

Zitzpop thus finally came to terms 
with all the hang-ups he had de¬ 
veloped during the period of his edu¬ 
cation and is now happily married 
to the broad his father cornered be¬ 
hind the barn. In addition, he has 
rid himself of the disgusting habit 
of picking his nose in public. 

Now, his wife does it for him. 

(This thing made sense when I 
first read it, but now I m not so sure. 
Dockworkers don't live near barns, 
do they? Unless it was a dock at a 
pond, but only ducks swim in ponds, 
not boats, and who ever heard of a 
duck dock? I dunno...what is the 
color of paranoia? Or am I hitting my 
head against a brick wall?) 

STEVE SKEATES 
New York, N.Y. 


Mauve. And who can say for sure? 


MEMO FROM THE DESK OF DR. 

MELVILLE MOOSE: 

Dear History Fans, 

Back in Chapter X of "The His¬ 
tory of Moosekind" (England), you 
all read the caption "Moose Coat 
of Horns" on the first page of that 
chapter. But there was nothing 
there except a picture of HORN- 
ERYVIII beneath the caption. 
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Don’t call me “gwangi”! I didn't 
TAKE A LETTER TO CRAZY 
Marvel Magazine Group 
575 Madison Avenue 
New York, N.Y. 10022 
—they took it from me! 


Clifton whose inhabitants only came 
out at night to stare across the wide, 
watery expanse of the Hudson and 
watch the lights blink on and off in 
the apartment windows of New 
York. Some Clifton residents used 
telescopes; others squinted. 

Little could I have suspected that 
all the eyes of Clifton were in fact 
trained solely on my own apartment 
window in the Juicy Arms Rent-a- 
Cubicleon Riverside Drive. And now 
their patient, persistent surveillance 
of me had paid off. I was in their 
clutches! 

LARK RUSSELL, a six-foot-tall 
aborigine aberration of a woman 
with apple jelly dripping from her 


and frightened, too, because we 
know where he keeps his shoe polish 
and what he does with it on Satur¬ 
day nights!" 

I could not convince them of my 
good intentions. Even as I write 
these words, I am chained in a Clif¬ 
ton, New Jersey, basement. The 
Marvel Magazine Group has cour¬ 
ageously (or perhaps avariciously, 
if the accounting department made 
the decision) refused to pay the 
fifty-cent ransom Russell and Pasko 
have demanded. It's comfortable 
here, and they are treating me well, 
but I miss the sunlight and l wish 
Lark would take her elbow out of my 
navel. Forgive me, Uncle Hiram. 


chin, was the first to approach me. 
"You the editor of CRAZY?" she 
asked in a low, throaty whistle of a 
voice. I nodded. "Then why didn't 
you mention me in last issue's Who’s 
Who? I collaborated with you an' 
Steve Skeates an’ Mary Skrenes on 
the What Am I Doing Here Test, 
remember?" I nodded again. One 
does not soon forget a 72-inch abor¬ 
igine damsel with journalistic ambi¬ 
tions. 

"I know why he didn't mention 
me," growled MARTY PASKO. 
"Deep down, he thinks I’m just an¬ 
other handsome face. Well, he's 
wrong. I'm ugly, just like he is! He's 
jealous, I tell you—mad with envy 


of our romance, but you should have 
askedme.too! 

I have cancelled my subscription 
to CRAZY, and I intend to sue unless 
a retraction is printed immediately 
in your letters section, stating that 
neither I nor my pig's foot sanctioned 
your shameless exploitation of my 
name. 

MORTON HORTON 
Norton, Nebraska 


What is the most CRAZY thing 
you can say to me? If it's good, I 
might keep reading your crummy 
mag. 

JOHN WELDON 
Houston, Texas 


And alas there came unto Hilde- 
gard a pigeon whose name was 
Chrop, and she adored the pigeon 
with all due respect, and yet still 
did it say unto her as it tlew away 
into the night from beneath the kum- 
quat, “Some birds fly, some birds 
peck, some birds fall and break 
their neck. If you doubt that this is 
true, I will take you to the zoo. If 
the sights there make you sad, let's 
bop over to my pad. I will play my 
hollowed-out pickles, you’ll do your 
impression of Don Rickies. We'll 
sing and laugh til the day is done, 
then I'll eat you on a bun. See Spot 
run, where’d he go, over there, ho ho 
ho ho.” And so it came to pass that 
Hildegard drew her bow and took 
the picture home to be framed. 

And if that’s not enough, how 
’bout: GERALD FORD MAKES ABE 
LINCOLN LOOK LIKE A PANSY! 

And if you don’t like that one, may¬ 
be: Humor is purely a matter of 
personal taste, ain’t it, gwangi, huh, 
huh? 


MOOSE Coat of Homs 


Never!! We stand behind every 
word we print!! (Not close behind, 
m ind you, as some of them have nasty 
habits, but well within an acceptable 
distance.) Go ahead! Sue! See if we 
care! The First Amendment is on our 
sidel 


A printer's error was to blame. 
Enclosed is the caption with the 
Coat of Horns as it should have ap¬ 
peared. 

Sincerely, 

DR. MELVILLE MOOSE 

MM/bf 


I am writing in regard to a letter 
published in your “Take A Letter to 
CRAZY" column in your #12 issue, 
which letter, written by one Priscilla 
van Eeberdooty, being the former 
spouse of my client, exposed my 
client, Morton Horton from Norton, 
to nationwide ridicule and abase¬ 
ment of his good name. 

I have been retained by Mr. Hor¬ 
ton and his pig's foot to sue you 
blind unless you tell the whole world 
you printed a dirty, rotten lie. 

Please inform me within the week 
of your decision on this matter. 

JEREMIAH TUGLIPS 
(Attorney-at-law) 
Norton, Nebraska 


We have faithfully reproduced the 
Coat of Horns on these pages. Our 
apologies to Dr. Mooso forthe earlier 
omoosion. 


Treasure these few words til we're 
together. Keepall myloveforever. 

PAUL & LINDA 
In transit 

P.S.:lloveyou. 


With extreme dismay I read my 
wife's—pardon me, ex-wife's shame¬ 
less expose of our relationship in the 
"Take A Letter to CRAZY” column 
of your #12 issue. Perhaps Priscilla 
had no objection to your tasteless 
presentation of the intimate details 


Whole world, we printed a dirty, 
rotten lie. (Did I say it right, Stan?) 


Hnn 





Gee lA/iliackers. Sally, clearest, I don't know why you 
want to see this movie. The last time you hung out with 
these people, Oliver Greed trampled all over your fingers 
with his hob-nail boots, someone gave you a gash on your 
cheek, your father disowned you, and — 


WWwM- 


■m 


know! I know! But that was nothing 
compared to how much fun sitting 
through this boring, interminable, 
stupid movie is gonna be! 



% 











When the Hippies and the Yippies of the 1960's gave way to the Crippies (short for "crippled- 
inside") and Dippies (short for you-know-what) of the 1970’s, someone obviously forgot to tell 
film director Ken Russell about this subtle change in youth culture. Doggedly he went ahead, 
figuring that it'd be a snap to make a cultural phenomenon of the sixties relevant during the 
silly seventies. But, what have you got when you appreciate a popular rock-opera of a previous 
decade and try, simply by sprinkling a ton and a half of glitter on top, to pass it off as a scin¬ 
tillating cinematic piece that speaks to the decadent youth of today! You've got a lot of- 


Wrllon: STEVE SKEATES& LARK RUSSELL Amu: MARIE SEVERIN 


I've got a feeling 31 ... er. . 
41... er... whatever year this 
is supposed to be is going to be 
a good year! 


That's what you 
think, you blimp! 


I'm a supposedly missing 
RAF flying ace, and that's 
my wife you're fooling 
around with, fella! 





Listen, Buster-1 don't like being 
interrupted when I'm pitching woo 
.even if you are the lady's 
husband! 


That's it! Kill 
him! Kill him! I 
may have loved 
him once, but 
you know how it 
is! I've always 
been a bit fickle! 



What about the boy? 
What about the boy? 
What about the boy? 
What about the boy? 
What about the'boy? 
What about the boy? 
What about the boy? 
What about the boy? 
What about the boy? 




























Tommy-rot 
Shake-up Mugs! 

Tommy-rot 
Decoder rings! 



•*€> 


I just turned fourteen! 
I'll bet that makes me the 
oldest person on this line! 





Where's the Entwistle? 
I’ve gotta go to the 
Entwistle! 









You've got a lot of — 



What about the b— 
zzzzzzzip-he saw it all! 


You didn't see it! You didn't feel 
it! You can't taste it! 


You didn't smell it! You 
didn't hoar it! 



And, besides 
that, your foot's 
asleep! 




w 



Rot 


That's what you got! 


Oh yeh?Well, I maybe blind 
and deaf! But I'm not that 
dumb! If you think I'm gonna 
stay in this stupid movie and 
let you two push me around, 
you're outta your minds! 






I m getting out of here! You can 
give my part to that Roger 
Oullnboring bozo! He's so 
whacked-out he probably won't 
even notice he's in a movie! 


































m&y. 




I'm a gyp-see? I'm the. 
Asinine Queen! Guaranteed 
to rub you out! 


Sorry about knocking all 
your teeth out dragging 
you up the stairs like this. 

kid, but I never do 
anything nice and easy! 


I'm gonna whip some 
sonsa into you with my 
asinine tales! 


It's a good thing you can't see or talk... or you might 
wanna ask me what that futuristic sarcophagus is doing 
_ in the middle of my shabby apartment! 


| Who knows? Maybe Ken Russell thinks 
all us black people are actually 
creatures from outer space! And we all got 
one of them thinos hidden awav! 


Here we are at the Shrine, 
T.R.! Maybe that relaxed 
faith-healer, Eric Claphands, 
can straighten you out! 


Besides, this little scene 
gives Ken Russell a chance 
to slip in the thing he has 
for Marilyn Monroe— not 
that it really adds 
anything to the storyline of 
this silly movie! 
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Slurp! 


There! It'll take awhile for all 
those puncture wounds to 
heal! But, at least, I’ve cured 


Sure! You worry too much! 
Just because Cousin Kraven 
is a known sadist who's 
been known to stuff dead 
squirrels down the throats 
of unsuspecting little old 
ladies, that doesn't mean 
he's a bad person! 


your psoriasis! 


Never mind trying 
to talk to her! 


Do you think it's 
morally prudent.. 
to leave the boy 
with Uncle 


Of course! Just because Uncle 
Bernie's a known pervert who 
lives in the basement floor of an 
old out-house, that doesn't 
mean lie’s a dirty old man! Just 


Bernie? 


I'm going to sit here 
and do absolutely 
nothing to you! That 
oughtta really drive 
you up the wall! 


I'm your wicked Uncle Bernie, and 
first I'm going to stuff these old 
wine corks up your nostrils! 


Then I'm going to turn off the 


So we can keep our PG rating, while still 
getting this sex scene into the picture! 


And then do you know what I'm going W 
to do? Hunh? Do you know what I'm ^ 
going to do then? || 


What sex scene? All you're doing is 
drinking a milk shake! Sure, all the 
noise you're making is disgusting, 


Shut-up! You're not supposed to 
be able to talk-remember? 


{ Do you 

1 ay-ay • • • 

; with C 

think i 
to lea 
ousin 1 

it's okay- 
ve the boy | 
Kraven? 

| '' ” ' ' 






































Aww, will you cut it out 
with all your numbskull 
questions? 


Do you think it's 
socially acceptable. 
to leave the boy all 


If you weren't so busy all 
the time making sure your 
plastic face is on 
straight, you might have 
noticed— the kid snuck 
out of the house half an 


I wouldn't 
mind if this bit 
had any meaning or social 
relevance or 
something! But I'll be 
damned if I can figure out 
what it's supposed to be 


Wow! That blind 
dummy's so good he's 
even got the 
pinwheel wizard 
talking to himself! 


Hey! Doesn't 
anyone know 
where the 
Entwistle is? 


Hoo-hah! Thanks to all the 
money Tummy made at the 
pinball competition in 
Wimbledon, we're rich! Rich! 
and high in cholesterol, too! 


There's a doctor 
I've found can 
cure the boy! 
There's a doctor 
I've found can— 


Oh Mary! What a rotten deal! I 
could have beaten that kid, too, if 
only I wasn't so preoccupied being 
afraid I’d fall off these silly 
stilts they made me w— oop! Whoop! 
_ WhoOp! _ 


Okay, if I can't find 
the Entwistle, I'll just 
have to use the Elton! 


MS 
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Nope! There's nothing I can do for him! 


But you’re another story! A 
sixth easy piece, so to speak! 
By the way, didn't I meet 
you before in a movie the 
title of which I can't mention 
in this G-rated parody? 


Wait! This stuff that’s 
pouring out of the set — 
its color... its smell! 
This must be a symbolic 
representation of a 
televised political speech! 


Sorry! I haven't got 
time now for small 
talk! I've got to rush 
home for the big sloppy 
dream sequence! 


That was just great, Tina — 
the way you cavorted 
sensually through all that 
chocolate which poured 
inexplicably out of the T.V. 


But sines that was a 
dream sequence, we're 
gonna have to clean 
up this mess before we 
shoot the next scene! 


And I'm Ann-Marzipan! Just 
because I'm covered with 
chocolate is no reason to 
mistake me for Tina! 


Don't look at me! I 
don't do floors! 


This is it, Tummy! I've had it with 
you always staring at that mirror 
-instead of staring at me like 
any other self-respecting male 
would do! Take that, you little 


Me-I'm not at 
all surprised 
he always 
stares at the 
mirror! As I 


Like Mother, 
like son!" 



mMi 
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But mainly, now that I 
know what's up, there's one 
thing I wanna do above 
everything else! And that's 
get out of this stupid 


You can't do this! Come back 
here! It may seem like the movie's 
over but actually we've got 
another hour and a half's worth 
of dumbness to shoot! 


C'mon, Come back! 
Please come back! 




Hey! Where do you 
think you're going?? 


Hey! Wait a 
minute! You're not 
Roger Dullnboring! 
You're Ken 
Russell! But 
howcum you're 
dressed up in that 
ridiculous outfit? 


Because everyone else refuses to play 
the part of Tummy! And I've got to 
■ finish this film somehow! 


Wow, get out of my way! This is 
the big scene where I climb the 
mountain while the theme music 
booms out loud enough to burst 
the eardrums of anyone living 
within a three mile radius of the 
theatre! 


Being the only one left who still believes 
this turkey is a cinematic masterpiece, I 


That's my son?? Oh well 
... guess that makes as 
much sense as anything 
else in this blind, deaf and 
absolutely dumb movie! 


climb the mountain 
























News from around the world, around the nation, 
around the corner, and under the table. 



TIERA DEL FUEGO ... An army of red ants has 
invaded this tiny country and panic is 
spreading among the natives . Reverting to 
primitive practices in the face of the 
disaster, the natives have begun 
sacrificing human beings to the great god 
Pic-Nic , hoping in their ignorance that he 
will repel the attack. United Nations and 
Peace Corps emergency teams are attempting 
to pacify the beserk natives with more 
modern fetishes, smile buttons sprayed 
with Raid, and are at present working with 
noted biologist Alfred Blackf lag to cope 
with the invading ants . Blackflag and his 
associates are preparing an 80,000-pound 
peanut butter-an-jelly sandwich which will 
be floated off the coast, hopefully drawing 
the ants into the sea where they will drown 
horribly, grasping at soggy crumbs. The 
plan will be implemented as soon as 
Blackflag figures out how to prevent the 
hungry natives from outswimming the ants 
to the sandwich. 

VATICAN CITY . . . Pope A1 today made church 
history when he not only ordained three 
women into the priesthood, but also a 
pygmy, a yak, and a Louis XIV sofa. Said 
PopeAl, "Whattayou mean, it' sa not 
kosher? I' ma the pope! Who you? " 


HOLLYWOOD, CALIFORNIA . . . Tens of thousands 
of denim-clad Hell 1 s Angels are at this 
very moment massing on the highway leading 
from Hollywood to Casa Pacifica in San 
Clemente. Informers report that the Angels 
plan to ride to San Clemente and "see that 
justice is done, once and for all! " Former- 
president Nixon, on hearing the news, was 
stricken again with his phlebitis problem 
and for health reasons was immediately 
escorted under heavy guard to the intensive 
care unit at Fort Knox. 


FISHSTICKS, GREENLAND. . . Eskimo King 
Freezi Col was crowned today at ceremonies 
here inFishsticks . The coronation, which 
is the social event of the generation in 
Eskimo societies, was attended by Eskimos 
from every corner of the globe . King Col is 
the 350th king in succession from the Col 
family, which has ruled the Eskimo world 
since the third century. King Col was 
presented with several unique gifts , the 
strangest being a full-scale replica of the 
royal igloo, sculpted out of blubber. The 
King now faces the problem of transporting 
the gift back to his summer igloo in Key 
Biscayne, Florida. 




HO CHI MINH CITY, VIETNAM ... In the several 
months since the surrender of the South 
Vj etnamese to the forces of North Vietnam 
the occupation forces have faced many 
problems, hut none as great as the so-called 
Tooth Gap which has surfaced in recent 
weeks . In the ten years that United States 
troops were present in this country, an 
estimated 86 billion chocola-te bars were 
distributed by the G. 1. 1 s, and the cavity 
rate of Vietnamese children is beginning to 
reflect that statistic. The government has 
set up 'round-the-clock Cavity Control 
Stations where millions now wait in agony 
to have their teeth filled. Every dentist 
in the city is on continuous call, and it is 
reported some 200 additional oral surgeons 
are being airlifted from Hanoi into this 
stricken city. President Ford, inkeeping 
with his humanitarian aid policy, has 
decided to ship some 16 billion dollars 1 
worth of chewing gum to Vietnam to help the 
people pass the time while standing in the 
long lines to the dentists ' offices. 

EGLASIO, SPAIN . . . Parmer Julio Cervantes 
was startled early this morning to discover 
a strange phenomenon had occurred on his 
farm during the night. Cervantes awoke to 
find all his crops buried in Play-Doh and his 
animals cowering in the barn, under the 
milking machine. Police, too, were baffled 
at first, but after a tedious, painstaking 
investigation the crime was solved. Police 
refused to comment further on the matter. 

PEORIA, ILLINOIS. . . No new3 today. City 
closed in memory of the fallen caribou of 


TABLETOP, IOWA . . .Students at Tabletop 
High are staging perhaps the strangest 
fund-raising event in history. To raise 
money for the Tabletop State Home for the 
Confused, where most of the students will 
live out the rest of their natural lives 
after graduation, they are rolling 
popsicles up and down Main Street with 
their noses. Just how this will result in 
contributions being made to the Home was 
unclear, but Mayor Philpot Bangs has 
proclaimed July 15-22 Popsicle Week in 
honor of the effort. One student was quoted 
as saying, "It' s fun, but we don 1 1 know 
what to do with the sticks. This is very 
confusing. Let' s go home . " 


BERLIN, GERMANY. . . Another assassination 
attempt was made today on the life of ' 
Heinrich von Volkswagon, noted great- 
grandson of Nazi leader Adolf Hitler. This 
fifteenth attempt on his life within the 
week comes in response to Heinrich's 
announcement that he intends to build a 
memorial monument to his famous great¬ 
grandfather, a shopping mall in the shape 
of a swastika to be known as Aryan Plaza. 
"The most controversial part, " Heinrich 
sighs, "was the plan to include public 
baths. Or perhaps showers. People are so 
suspicious these days! " At present, 
Heinrich is awaiting a ruling on a zoning 
ordinance that will allow him to proceed 
with the project. If the okay doesn't come 
through, he plans to return to his job as a 
butcher in Stutgart. 



the Second World War 


Writer: BRUCE CARLIN 



ELEMENT GEMSTONE METAL 

Fire Ruby Gold 


RECOGNIZING A LEO 

You’ll know it when you meet one! They come on strong, extroverted, somewhat 
conspicuous in their showy clothes. A characteristically long nose makes it easy to spot 
Leos, but you won’t have to guess or ask their Sun Sign; they'll tell you right off— 
boastfully. 



PHYSICAL 

TRAITS 


Leos tend to dress well but with 
their usual overkill approach, 
they wind up looking ostenta¬ 
tious. Male Leos wear the best 
‘labels" in town, carefully 
tailored and almost a carica¬ 
ture of the latest fashion. 


Female Leos wear clothes 
which are rather colorless but 
well-made, with styling em¬ 
phasis placed toward the rear 
of the garment. 


Leos have a weight problem 
and won’t do anything about it 
until they are quite obese. They 
have straight backs, small 
waists and short legs. 
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They’re big V^AR/fiSANT^ 

"show-offs” and 
flattery (the more shameless 
the better) will get you 
anything you want! 












MARRYING A LEO 


Wow 1 This can be exciting! They know what they want and it’s definitely their own 
way.' They want to be “king-of-the-hill.” They want to impress others and they’ll run 
the family in flamboyant style. 



SEX WITH 
A LEO 


HOW TO CONTROL 
A LEO 


Hold your hat! They have 
enormous enthusiasm. They 
expect the affair to be a big 
production featuring them! 


Wait a bit! Bide your time. Don’t let all their bulldozing 
fool you—under it all. they are sensitive. When their 
euphoria wears off. they too are vulnerable and then 
you can easily hurt and depress them with one little 
word. Heh! heh! heh! 



LEO 27 
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LIVING WITH A LEO 



Don’t go off with a Leo without 
first checking out the probabilities 
They are eternal optimists. 


Be flexible, ride with 
their punches. The Leo 
is very stubborn. 


/ OK AY. X 
O KAV- \ 
I<5£f VOUR 
POINT// W£'IL 
PO IT v/CUR 
\VAPPEAR // 


O 


If you want to do things in a big way, do it with a Leo! 


Tffev iN^ier 

Vou 171 £ 

^£Rvic£ 

entrance 


DOING THINGS WITH A LEO 


Forget hobbies and sports 
(except as a career) 
unless a big business 
deal is involved! 


Try drama. 

Try theatrical ventures 
Leos love it. 


16CTU6 
e>OOK£P IN 
PENNED 
ALTOONA 
AMP 

daze!. 
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How To Use 
This Chart 

1. Determine your 
own Sun Sign. 

2. Find your Sign in 
left hand column. 


n©<s i® smug® wii 


jf ©@© 


m -* 

3. This chart is for 
the reader whose Sun 
Sign appears in the 
| left hand column. 

4 It tells you how 
you interact with the 
Sun Sign heading. 


INTERACTION TABLE 


-••ii$5*«»**** 



imrns 


ms *?/? 


scoppio 
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MARRIAGE 

(With a Leo) 

SEX LIFE 

(With a Leo) 

BUSINESS 

(With a Leo) 

SOCIAL LIFE 

(With a Leo) 

Submit! 

A quickie 

1 

Squabbles 

Bickering 

A fight! 

Enjoy!! 

Restaurant 

Eat out!! 

Excellent 

A burnout 

“Show Biz” 

Steady 

Don’t try!! 

Romantic 

Good combo! 

1 

Okay! 

Great 

With style 

Get a lawyer 

A scramble 

Nah!! 

Lean back 

It’ll work! 

Fine 

Poverty!! 

A fizzle 

Bankruptcy 

Expensive 

Rocky 

Passionate 

Fights 

Jumping 

Why not? 

Ceremonious 

Fine 

Simpatico! 

Careful!! 

Ho, hum! 

Good 

• Cloying 

Yes! 

Glamorous 

Nope! 1 

No way! 

Fabulous 

Flaming 

Needs a third 

Arm’s length 





FORECASTING 
FOR A 
LEO: 


These people will be movie stars, theatrical impresarios, sports 
promoters, and local political bosses. 


























































Writer & Artist; 



CRAZY now presents a brand new installment of the article 
all of you have been demanding. Namely, another revolting, 

dumb expose of ... 
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Youth. Speed. Mechanization. Specialization. Efficiency. Mass production. Expansion. Precision. Func¬ 
tionalism. A veritable roll call of America's hang-ups as a nation. For this issue's in-depth report, the 
Berserk Department of CRAZY examines the lone American industry which caters-literally—to all 
these hang-ups! Come with us into a world where high school girls race against machines in an effort 
to perform twelve jobs at once to produce a plethora of products that are all exactly alike. But hang 
onto your gut. You're about to devour ... 

A CRAZY White Paper Report on 










Han Does Not 
Live by Bun Alone 

A Capsule (Naturally) History 
of Fast Food 

Those of us who are old enough to remember 
the days when you went to a restaurant and had 
to eat there, on a table, on real plates, probably 
believe that we were around when fast food first 
appeared on the American scene. We remember 
the grand openings of McRonald’s, Burger Barf, 

White Cesspool, Sicko Taco, and the hundreds of 
other yellow-and-brown buildings that seemed to 
spring up from the pavement overnight, hurling 
at us a never-ending, ever-expanding array of 
foods that could be prepared, served, consumed, 
and excreted within five minutes. We learned to 
eat off grease-absorbent paper and spread condi¬ 
ments from neat little plastic packets. It was the 
beginning of a new society. Or so we thought. 

We were wrong. 

Fast food is not a concoction of the mechanized, 
industrialized, plasticized, hurry-up twentieth 
century. We perfected the art, it’s true, but fast 
food has been around since the dawn of the pri¬ 
mate we call man. 

It is likely that early man, though primarily 
herbivorous, may quite by accident have been ex¬ 
posed to the fast food phenomenon. As man hud¬ 
dled under a tree during a thunderstorm, light¬ 
ning striking the tree might well have char-broiled 
a monkey or a squirrel, causing the animal to fall 
at man’s feet, smoking and taste-tempting. Man 


could well have wrapped the animal in fur and 
hurriedly taken it to the family cave, where it 
would be devoured enthusiastically. 

From that day forward, man would be dissatis¬ 
fied with waiting for his meat to be cooked slowly 
over a fire. He would search after each storm to 
find the quick-cooked animals and bring them 
home to store for later use after a brief re-heating. 

This, of course, is only informed speculation on 
what might have happened in a time before man 
knew what was happening or how to write it down. 
But recorded history also provides us with several 
accounts of fast food long before our own era. 

The event which history marks as the official 
discovery of fast food occurred in biblical times. 
The Children of Israel, in their haste to flee the 
evil clutches of Pharoah, found themselves in need 
of food for their journey. There was no time to bake 
bread. It was necessary that they order something 
“to go” that could be prepared quickly. The elder 
of the Burger Tribe, Moshe McRonald, was in¬ 
spired by God and developed a bread which cooked 
in one-tenth the usual time and which could be 
stored easily in papyrus wrappings for distribu¬ 
tion along the route. It is recorded in a little-read 
passage of the Torah that “it came to pass that 
the loaves were prepared, wrapped, and, over the 
forty years’ wandering in the desert, over 18 bil¬ 
lion served.” 

The recipe for that bread was lost for centuries 
until it was rediscovered by an ancient Roman 
chef, who decided he was tired of taking the time 
to wash dishes after every meal. He set out to 
develop an edible plate on which to serve his favor¬ 
ite foods. The noodles of his homeland proved too 
brittle for his purpose, so he consulted historians, 
who told him of the bread developed by the He¬ 
brews. Claudius Pizzarius modified the recipe and 
so created the perfect base for his culinary delights. 
The contemporary version of the dish still bears 



24 





a truncated form of its inventor’s name; we call 
it the pizza pie. 

Perhaps the greatest boon to the fast food in¬ 
dustry, however, was the discovery that food could 
be "stretched" by adding such ingredients as soy 
meal and everyday bread crumbs. There have 
been many, many instances in which food has been 
thus prepared, but the one that stands out in the 
minds of historians is the episode concerning a 
throng of people at a seaside picnic and a caterer 
who, to cut expenses, fed everyone using only 
seven loaves and seven fishes. 

The realization that burning oil or animal fat 
could replace the fire for cooking also advanced 
the progress of fast food. Once it was learned that 
food could be prepared by immersing it in hot oil, 
cooking time was greatly lessened. It is a well- 
documented fact that armies of the Middle Ages 
often singed their meats in the very oil they would 
later pour on their adversaries in battle. 

One famous colonel in the army of fourteenth- 
century Spain was renowned for his discovery that 
chicken wrapped in bread dough, then dunked in 
oil, would emerge crispy on the outside and tender 
on the inside. The colonel blended fourteen differ¬ 
ent herbs and spices into his breading and always 
cooked up more chickens than he could eat. He 
loaded the leftovers into buckets and sold them 
throughout the camp. 

As fast food gained popularity, it became an 
obsession with those involved to find the perfect 
way to stretch the food to serve the greatest num¬ 
ber of people with as little actual nourishment as 
possible. One product of this keen competition 
was the birth of “portion control", the use of scales 
to standardize the amount of meat, fish, or po¬ 
tatoes in an individual serving. This practice elim¬ 
inated all the“your-sandwich-is-bigger-than-mine” 
fights which threatened to stifle the industry while 
still in its formative years. 


The greatest contribution, however, was the 
recognition of the razor’s role in the fast food 
industry. Frenchman Arby Bonjour discovered 
that by slicing meat with a razor, it was possible 
to give a sandwich the appearance of being heaped 
with meat while, in reality, the meat was sliced 
so thin one could read through it, then fluffed up 
to give the effect of overstuffing. 

Arby Bonjour is also credited with the discovery 
that an entire cow could be ground up and then 
pressed back together again, utilizing all the 
parts, to produce synthetic meats in the shape of 
a real roast. 

That was the beginning. Another Frenchman, 
Emile Cubee, made it convenient to fill glasses 
with ice instead of wine (now soda). Britisher Wil¬ 
fred Bunn’s ingenuity provided a suitably taste¬ 
less enclosure for synthetic meat. American Puri¬ 
tan Solomon Bland constructed the first fast food 
restaurant in the New World and decorated it to 
fit both his surname and the texture of the food, 
thus establishing a precedent still adhered to to¬ 
day—that the walls should be bare, the chairs, un¬ 
comfortable; the tables, overcrowded; the eating 
itself, a chore. 

Thus we see that the foundations of the multi- 
billion-dollar fast food industry winch engulfs us 
now were laid millions of years ago and required 
all of recorded history to evolve into the monster 
of today. We see all around us the culmination of 
the work of the ancients, the dedication of the 
chefs and efficiency experts of millenia past. We 
rest secure in the knowledge that every conceivable 
corner has been cut in the quest to provide mankind 
a meal in the shortest time possible, free from con¬ 
cern over such trifles as clean-up and nutritional 
value. We have seen the emergence of an enterprise 
which, in time, may rid man of an evolutionary bur¬ 
den he has borne through all the ages—the curse of 
chewing. 
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times and attitudes have changed, but 
I haven’t. I only allow my daughter to 
date boys that 1 have met, and J always 
insist that she be home by nine on school 
nights and ten on weekends. What wor¬ 
ries me is what goes on in the parking 
lots of these drive-in restaurants that 
my daughter frequents with her dates. 
Last week I found some contraceptives 
in her room, and I fear the worst. 1 urn 
not sure my daughter can cope with the 
situation. Cun you help? 

OLD MA 


Dear Old, 

Much goes on in those cars iii the 
restaurant parking lots, everything 
from lighL petting to total disgusting 
perversion. For this reason. 1 have pre¬ 
pared a pamphlet designed to help the 
udolescent female deal with virtually 

any parking lot situation which could 
conceivably arise. Send a self-addressed 
stamped envelope and 25P to me for 11 
Takes Two Hands to Handle a Whop¬ 
per. I'm sure it will be of help to your 
daughter. 


Dear Abyss. 

I am the most attractive girl at my 
high school and have no problem getting 
dates. However, 1 do have one worry. 
Since 1 average eleven dates per week. 
1 am always eating out, and you can 
imagine the kind of places my dates 
take me, what with the high cost of 
food these days. I am afraid that eating 
at all these fast food joints will have 
a detrimental effect on my flawless 
pcaches-and-cream complexion. Is there 
anything I can do to avoid ruining my 
skin while not sacrificing my exciting 
social life? 

A WORRY WART 


Dear Abyss. 

1 am not the complaining sort, but 
I've really had it with the rude treat¬ 
ment 1 get from waitresses and armed 

guards in my local fast food restaurants. 
I'll be waiting patiently at the counter 
for my food —for which the waitress has 
already taken my money — and if 1 dare 
to ask her to hurry it up, please. I’m 
hungry and I'm on my lunch hour, she'll 
fire back: "Look, mister, 1 don't cook 
the crap. 1 just stuff it inna bag an' 
shove it in your hands. Get off my case!" 

Then, when I sit down to cat the- food, 
the security man, swinging his billy 
club ominously, saunters up to me and 
says, “Chew faster. There's a fifteen- 
minute time-limit on tables." 

I can wait in line forever, but I only 
get fifteen minutes to eat my food! Does 
that sound fair to you? 

HARRASSED 


Dear Wart, 

Your problem is one (hut affects mil¬ 
lions of attractive teenage girls with 
flawless peaches-and-cream com¬ 
plexions. Young women are turning 
awny in droves from fast foods, because 
they've learned that a single greasy 
drip on their faces from between the 
buns can mean dermatologist bills for a 

lifetime. The fast food industry has 
taken note of the problem (and of their 
shrinking profits! those greedy so-and- 
so's!), however, and many restaurants 
now offer a carbonated grease-emulsi¬ 
fying soft drink in addition to the usual 
assortment of colas, root beers and fruit 
punches. This new drink tastes just a 
little like chipmonk saliva, so it may 
take some getting used to. But exercise 
your will power and order a glass next 
lime. If your tongue can endure it, your 
face will thank you for it. 


Dear Harry, 

Fast food establishments aren't in¬ 
terested in fairness—they’re interested 
in flow. If you occupy a table for too 
long, it means someone else who's been 
waiting on line forever can’t sit down. 
But there are two solutions. 

First, you can learn how to play musi¬ 
cal tables. When you've been sitting ut 
one place for exactly fiflcen minutes, 
you gather up your meal, bolt from your 
chair, and land in another across the 
room all in one flowing motion. It takes 
time to master this technique without 
spilling liquids. 

Or you can purchase one item at a 
time. The usuul house rule is that for 
every "forever" you spend on line, you 
get fifteen minutes at a table. Thus, for 
a hamburger, fries, and u coke, you could 
earn as much as forty-five minutes' 
table time. 

A third possiblily is to punch the 
waitress in the mouth, shove her face 
into the Lhickshake machine, and leave 
while you still have your dignity. 


rtNso - 


Dear Abyss, 

1 am 23 years old and am afflicted 
with a rare skin disease known to doc¬ 
tors as Poxus Lunus, or more com¬ 
monly as Terminal Zits. I have learned 
to live with my face like it. is and have 
even been able to accept the fact that 
people are repulsed by the sight of me. 
Thus, 1 write to you not to ask for ad¬ 
vice, but to warn others of the dangers 
of a diet consisting entirely of ham- 
burgs. fries, anti colas. All that is left 
for me now is a career posing for pic¬ 
tures in a carnival show as the "Moon- 
Faced Man-" 1 hope others will heed my 
words and ease off the fast foods. 

"CRATERS ' O'NEILL 


Dear Craters. 

Thank you for your deeply moving 
letter. I am certain you will understand 
why I did not prinl the picture you en¬ 
closed. For other readers concerned 
about Poxus Lunus, I have prepared 
vet another pamphlet that will allow 
you to diagnose your own condition 
without the expense of a visit to the doc¬ 
tor. Send a self-addressed stamped en¬ 
velope and 2f)t to me for Terminal Zits: 
Self-Examination Procedures and Guide 
to Do-It-Yourself Skin Grafting. 


CONFIDENTIALS 


To Piggo...Cut down t.o twelve Big 
ltacs a day and exercise. 

To Ringworm ... Move to Manila. 

To Unpopular. ..That is no way to at¬ 
tract girls, and. yes, it is illcgul! 


Dear Abyss, 

I am the mother of a 17-year-old 
daughter, and 1 have a problem. I know 
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PREPARING YOUR OWN 

FASTFOOD 


One of the great myths of the fast food industry is that these restaurants serve a meal you cannot—nor 
would be especially inclined to-make at home. That’s simply not so. With the right ingredients, a little 
practice, and the proper attitude of indifference as regards the taste and texture of whatever you’re cook¬ 
ing, you can prepare a dinner to rival any drive-in's for blandness and lack of appetite appeal. CRAZY'S 
researchers and industrial spies have obtained, at great personal risk, the recipes required to create the 
basic fast food feast in your own kitchen, and we present them herewith: 



inspected “'Grade R" is O.K.) 

1 cup bacon grease 
1 pound bread crumbs 
l pound ground soy meal 
1 cup MonoSodiumGlutamate for 
preservative 

Preparation: 

Mix all ingredients together in a bowl, 
Form meat into patties, making sure 
that each patlie's diameter is less than 
three inches. Place patties on hot grill 
and flatten with 20-pound sledge ham¬ 
mer. Cook approximately 45 seconds 
on each side. Place on rolls and keep 
under sunlamp until ready to serve. 
Hamburgers may be considered fresh 
for up to ten days. Recipe makes 250- 



French Fries 

Ingredients: 

Potatoes 

Grease 

Sail 

Preparation: 

Peel potatoes (if desired! and cut to 
favorite shape and size. Soak sliced po¬ 
tatoes in lukewarm water for 24 hours 
or until proper sogginess is achieved. 
Heat grease to 400 degrees. Dump sog¬ 
gy potatoes into grease. Allow three 
to lour minutes cooking time (no more 

or potatoes will regain' their crispness). 

Remove potatoes from grease, but DO 
NOT DRAIN. Add salt as desired. Al¬ 
low fried potatoes to sit under sun¬ 
lamp until all moisture is removed, and 
serve. 



Onion Rings 

Ingredients: 

Dehydrated Onions 

Water 

Flour 

Grease 

Preparation: 

Blend dehydrated onions with water 
until mixture is consistency of clay. 
Mold mixture into rings. Let rings dry 
under sunlamp until shrivelled, then 
dip into paste made of flour and water 
for battering. Repeat, dipping process 
until each ring is battered to one-inch 
thickness. Drop into hot grease (400°) 
and cook until black. 


Milk Shake 

Ingredients: 

1 tablespoon powdered milk 

1 cup powdered chalk 

2 cups water 

1 teaspoon artificial flavoring (vanilla, 
chocolate, or strawberry) 

Preparation: 

Mix powdered milk, chalk, water, and 
flavoring. Stir, making sure that milk 
and chalk are completely dissolved. 
Shake by hand or mix with blender. 
Add water to achieve desired texture 
if too thick. Add additional chalk to 
thicken. Place under sunlamp next to 
fries and hamburgers. Serve piping hot. 

(Warning: DO NOT ALLOW MIX¬ 
TURE TO SETTLE! Serve within for¬ 
ty-eight hours of preparation!) 


A Note to the 
Gourmet 

It is possible to substitute any num¬ 
ber of different substances for the po¬ 
tatoes in the French Fries recipe. This 
allows the master chef—or. in its prac¬ 
tical application, the high-school drop¬ 
out who can’t make Kool-Ade—to pre¬ 
pare many dishes from a single basic 
recipe. 

CRAZY's research team has experi¬ 
mented with such variations as french 
fried carrots, french fried ballpoint pens, 
french fried plastic combs, and french 
fried socks. The recipe performed as 
promised: we were unable to tell the dif¬ 
ference between these substitute items 
and real potatoes when prepared as 
directed. 

CRAZY's Berserk Department ac¬ 
knowledges the aid of Dot and Marty’s 
Roadside Cafe and Laundromat ("Where 
the Elite Meet to Eat and Get Off the 
Street"! in the compilation of these 
recipes. Dot and Marly's is located six 
miles past the Surfold Exit on High¬ 
way 73, Loxup, Oklahoma. Beginning 
next spring, Dot and Marty will also 
offer all-night key-grinding service. 
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CRAZY MAGAZINE'S consumer advocate team of RENFREW MUKLUK and EBENEZER PINKYDICK ride again, this time using the 
names of THE COCONINO KID and CALAMITY CLYDE. Last week they returned from the FLEESOME AND FORKUM GREENHORN 



Accommodations left something to be desired. Room and board The first night dinner and drinks were on the house, 
is SI 4 a night, double occupancy. For 50C more a sheet was pro¬ 
vided, with two styles to choose from: plain white or white with 
a bull painted on it. We settled for the bull sheet. 


There were no cattle to speak of, just a bum steer that was 
given to the ranch back in the thirties, stuffed and mounted over The only cows were the ones on stage at the saloon. 


We feel that the Fleesome and Forkum Greenhorn Hacienda 
and Kibbutz Dude Ranch should be visited only as a last resort. 
Their activities and services cater only to the needs and in¬ 
terests of the wealthy, the heavy, and the tender. 


Each guest received a souvenir of his choice: a five-shooter 
(cheap import), or a nine gallon Stetson. 


HACIENDA AND KIBBDTZ DDDE RANCH and filed this report. 


so 


mm' 


the fire place. 
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SCRIPT: BOB FOSTER WITH GREG CROSBY 


ART: NEL SAMCORN 











The horses that were provided usually leaked whenever spurs 
were used on them. 


Since there were no cattle we had to settle for watching a PIG 
ROUNDUP. By mid-afternoon they had caught and branded 14 pigs, 
three guests, and a security guard. 
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Port II 

Here's another look Into the lagged glass of CRAZY'S 

broken mirror. Put your best rabbit's foot forward, gwangl, 
and step headlong toward another helping of... 




























































Are you sick of the present? Fed up with the now? Have you had it up to here with the dullness and 
boredom of the stupid seventies? Well, who hasn't? You think you're alone in this? Listen, Kid—these 
1970's which we, the people, just happen to be so unfortunate as to be going through, are, according 
to a noted expert, the dullest era in all recorded history. Or, as a certain friend of ours likes to say, 
"Man, I mean, Ihere's nothing to do nowhere nowadays. No adventure. No excitement. No special 
orders. Nothing!" He's right! And, don't look for any relief in the future either. The years ahead, accord¬ 
ing to our most reliable source, are going to be even more boring than the present is! Ahh, but the past 
— that's where escape can be found! So, come with us now—as we jump into the thrilling daze of yester¬ 
year, simply by picking up the latest issue of our favorite pulp magazine... _ 





“Keep your hands off my parody, 
Wild Brew shouted. 

“Or, I’ll shove your stupid face 
right through this spittoon!’’ 
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Chapter Ten 

FOOTLESS AND FANCY FEET 


OUR STORY SO FAR: A brown and white horse 
with abnormally long ears had met a strange 
and grisly death at the hands of some unknown 
gunslinger. In addition, Mary Lou Delbert, a 
prominent school-marm and former fiancee of 
the president of a large mining company, was 
guarding a terrible secret. The posse first sus¬ 
pected foul play when they discovered that the 
blind faro-dealer who had been run over by the 
same rustled herd seventeen times had a map of 
the mine tatooed on the sole of his left foot. His 
other foot was missing. Three days earlier, how¬ 
ever, a wagon train flying the flag of a territory 
which no longer existed had been sighted just be- 
yong the third plateau. Now it was no longer 
there. 

E ver since her third birthday, Cynthia 
“Simple” O’Toole had a hard time coping 
with contemporary society. She couldn’t 
walk because her legs were shorter than each 
other. She couldn’t skip. She couldn’t jump 
up and down while making funny faces. She 
couldn’t dance. So she would simply sit and 
sip her lemonade and watch the weasel packs 
race past the farmhouse. 

Then, one day not long after Cynthia’s thir¬ 
ty-seventh birthday, a stranger rode into 
town and, without so much as an introduc¬ 
tion, commanded Cynthia to stand and walk. 
Not only did she walk; she raced around the 
farmhouse seventeen times, then collapsed 
and died. It was officially labelled a miracle. 

But stranger things had happened. Michael 
William Smythe-Williams Junior the Third, 
eminent and likeable billionaire-marshal, 
knew that full well, and he wondered, as he 
left his fetid office, just what would happen 
next. 



Snow was falling all over the place. “Sure, 
it’s snow,” Michael said to himself. “But it 
isn’t like that sissy stuff they get back East.” 
This was real snow, and it was like pigeon- 
droppings—gobs and globs of pigeon-drop¬ 
pings—and now it was falling all over a 
bunch of idiots who should have known bet¬ 
ter than to be out in weather like this. 

Michael made his way through this sloppy 
throng —clowns covered by millions of bro¬ 
ken eggs, oozing down their faces and slop¬ 
ping onto their suits — and headed toward the 
saloon. These people he passed were crying- 
louder than a wounded dirigible protecting 
its young. 

God, thought Michael, these top-heavy 
dance hall girls and reformed, penny-pinch¬ 
ing gunslingers only know half the story. 
What’s going to happen once they learn the 
whole truth? Mass suicide, perhaps. He was 
heading- past the general store, trudging 
along that muddy street he had skipped so 
gaily across only days before. 
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Days? Yes, two days to be exact. No, im¬ 
possible! Impossible!—his mind kept scream¬ 
ing. Yet, no matter how impossible it seemed, 
it was true. It had only been two days ago 
that he met Jake Crookedshoe. 

Jake Crookedshoe, who, disguised as a 
ship’s doctor, discovered the Rorticon Con¬ 
spiracy. Jake Crookedshoe, who, disguised 
as the Pope, led the camels out of Ireland. 
Yes, he was even that self-same Jake Crook¬ 
edshoe who, disguised as New Zealand, over¬ 
heard the plans of the Australian Satanist 
Combine and warned Heaven Preserve Us in 
time to a,vert an international cartel. Per¬ 
haps you’ve heard of him. 

Michael still, marveled at Jake’s ability to 
see far, far into the future. He knew every 
move that was going to be made. He even 
predicted his own tragic demise. 

In the beginning, there were words and 
music, sung- by that deranged trio Michael 
rode with. And there was the book. His book. 
“God is Jake with Me.” He had been work¬ 
ing on it for years, had completed the first 
seven chapters, and then he met Jake. Now, 
he knew somehow that he would never finish 
the book. Perhaps something of Jake had 
rubbed off on him. The future became clearer 
with each passing moment. 

“Move your ear outta here!” somebody 
some day would say. Michael knew that now. 

Jayce Silvernose was waiting just inside 
the saloon doors, wearing his finest black 
hat. Jayce’s eyes met Michael’s eyes. Then 
Michael shoved Jayce aside. No time for an 
instant replay. He had already humiliated 
Jayce twice that day before, and seven times 
during the previous week. He was in no mood 
to waste time on punks who never knew 
when to give up. He was after bigger game. 

You was among them. You who awoke af¬ 
ter fifteen years as someone else and dis¬ 
covered he was You. 


But You wasn’t there in that room at the 
top of the stairs. Janie Silvershoes, who 
waited tables for You whenever he was in 
town, climbed out of bed, put a satin sheet 
over her head and aptly pretended that she 
was a piece of furniture. 

“It’s only me, push-pin,” Michael grum¬ 
bled. 

Janie was only five feet and a quarter inch 
tall, but she was the most popular girl in all 
of Cynthia City. She had hair the texture of 
lumpy gravy. 

She took off the sheet and, after putting on 
her studded Stetson hat, concentrated on 
straightening her plastic doily. 

He asked the unnecessary question. “Has 
You been here?” Her smile was answer 
enough and all the answer he got. 

And Michael knew then and there that he 
had gotten back to town too late. You had 
come and gone. He was out there on the trail 
now. Out on one of a hundred possible trails. 
But Michael wasn’t about to let it end there. 
He would catch up to You and catch You up. 
Somehow, somewhere, he would make You 
pay for what he did to Jake Crookedshoe. 

He stuck a couple of thin cigars into his 
frustrated frown, adjusted his gunbelt so that 
perhaps it wouldn’t chafe so much, and step¬ 
ped out into the waiting snow. 

At that same moment, three hundred miles 
to the South, the dam broke, sending a three- 
mile high tidal wave of tapioca and lemon 
ice cascading toward that simple little cow- 
town called Cynthia City. 

Next: Chapter Eleven: 

Showdown at the 
Plot-line Falls Saloon 
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HISTORY of MOOSEKIND 





The same migration of Mesolithic 
mooses that came from Asia around 
10.000 BC also brought the first in¬ 
habitants to North America. So, long 
before the discovery of America, red 
furred natives known as INDIANS 
had occupied the land for thousands 
of years. They were called INDIANS 
because when CHRISTOPHER COL- 
UMBMOOS discovered America he 
thought he had reached INDIA. Ac¬ 
tually the natives were AMERICANS. 


There is evidence that some 
mooses sailed from Asia ,to 
the Americas and stopped at 
EASTER ISLAND on the way. 


LEIF ERIKSCALF and the Vikings visit¬ 
ed the coast of North America around 
1,000 AD. In 1,003 another Viking, 

THORHOOF COWSEFNI, explored the In the late 1400’s AMERIGO 
... give me your tail, your paw, your hud- new world as far west as Minnesota. VESMOOCC1 explored the 


OF 


Writer a Alii)! BOB FOSTER 


PART XIII-THE BIRTH OF A NATION 

A patriotic perambulation down the paths of 
glory from wilderness to Watergate with Dr. 
Melville Moose, UPA, NCS, USO, MAR, noted 
archeologist, paleontologist. Green Mountain 
Moose, and honorary member of the Calves of 
Liberty. Dr. Moose is recognized as one of the 
world's leading authorities on the Spirit of '76. 
He keeps a cask of it in his basement. 


died mooses.... 


Americas. 



CHIEF OSCEOREO accompanied Columh 

In 1492 Christopher Columbmoos discov- 1,1008 back to s P ain where the chief dis 
ered America and claimed it for Spain. covered Europe and claimed it for the In 

diaiis. 


The legendary 16th century 


MOOSAWATHA. 




The English established the first perma¬ 
nent European colony in 1607. In 1620 
the Pilgrims landed at PLYMOOS ROCK. 
In 1609 a Dutch colony was established 
when HORNERY HUDSOOM sailed into 
New York harbor. 

Colonies flourished and immigration in¬ 
creased as mooses from all over the world 
sought greener pastures. 

By 1750 there were 13 colonies of moose 
on the American Continent. 




CHIEF KUPPALIPPTON who, In 1626 PETER MOONUIT purchased 
after meeting early English Moosehatten Island from the Indians 
settlers, reputedly drank sev- for the equivalent of S24 in trinkets 
en gallons of tea and died In and Blue Chip Stamps, 
his tepee. 


The 13 colonies began to feel self- 
sufficient and independent. England 
imposed strict controls on colonial 
\ tra de and trade vessels. The colo- 
nists resented those restrictions 
an d balked at not being allowed to 
make a profit for themselves. Dis- 
content grew with the imposition of 
• " " bothersome and burdensome taxes. 

V Californians thrilled to There were taxes on newspapers, 
exploits of the legendary pamphlets, legal documents, licens- 
3ZO, a Robin Hood-like hero es, playing cards, rice, dice, fur, 
marked his victims with wool, sugar, and tea. The tea tax 
sign of the M. was the most disliked and brought 

the long-smoldering conflict over 
_ self-government to a boil. 


In the early 1700’s Spain established a 
string of missions in California under the 
guidance of FRAY JUNIPERO MOOSA. 


In 1773 the CALVES OF LIBERTY, disguised as Indians, staged the BOS- JOIN OR DIE was the 
TON FLO-THROUGH TEA PARTY. BEN FRANKLIIORN eav 


1 ** - ___^ J The British, having learned that the colonists were gathering arms and 

It was PATRICK HORNERY who said gunpowder, marched on Concord. On the night of April 18, 1775, PAUL 
“Give me liberty or stick it in your REDEER rode from Boston toward Concord to warn the colonists that "the 
ear." British are coming.” 
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On July 4, 1770, a Declaration of Independence was drawn up by THOMAS 
HOOFERSON, but independence didn't become a reality until five more 
years of conflict between the colonists and the British had elapsed. 


THOMAS HOOFERSON 


A few days after the battle at Lex¬ 
ington and Concord the Second Con¬ 
tinental Congress appointed 
GEORGE MOOSHINGTON Cora- 
mander-ln-Chief of the Continental 


rnu SHUit. WHIRLED ROUND THE HERD. On April 19, 1775 British troops 
fired on colonists at Lexington and later at Concord. 



In a typically brilliant maneuver MOOSHINGTON captured Tronton, N 
Jersey, from the British by crossing the half-frozen Delaware River at 


George Mooshington and the Con¬ 
tinental Army survived the brutal 
winter of 77 at Valley Forge. 

The war between England and the 
colonies lasted for six years, end¬ 
ing on October 17, 1781. 

In 1787 the Constitution of the 
United Herds of America was drawn 
up to unite the colonies under one 
government. Mooshington was se¬ 
lected to be the first president of 
the United Herds on April 18. 1789. 

Mooshington died in 1799, at the 
age of 67. 


unexpected time. 
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The evolution of the flag of the United Herds of America. 


f4"T TP-&A& 


BEN FRANKLHORN was instrumen- JOHN PAUL MOOSE was one of the 
tal in recruiting the aid of France great naval heroes of the Revolution, 
in the Revolution. 


BETSY MOOSS is credited with hav 
ing made the first STARS and 
Stripes flag. 



GENERAL FRANCIS MARHIORN DANIEL CARIBOON was one of the The first major route to the west 
was known as the SWAMP MOOSE. first to explore the pasture-lands was the CUCUMBERLAND ROAD 

to the west. from Baltimore to Illinois. The west- 
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I ward migration was beginning. 


On a recent trip to the nation’s 
Capital Dr. Melville Moose visited 


The territorial growth of the continental United Herds of America. 


the Mooshington Monument. 
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Part III 


This Is It, fungal One last peak at man's desperate attempt 
to stave off the stings and arrows of outrageous fortune—another 
slice of a life ruled by unreasoning fear of the unknown and 
basic dumbness. In short, half-a-dozen more of 



























































REMEMBER WHEN THE ONLY TIME YOU ESCAPED YOUR PARENTS WAS DURING SCHOOL OR WHILE ON THE 
JOHN? THEN-YOU'RE ASKED TO SPEND THE NIGHT OUT! SUCH A TEENY ESCAPE! NO WONDER YOU GREW 
UP A ... 


Childhood Daze 
with Lee Marrs 


Chapter Four: 
First Slumber Party 


MOMMY! MOMMY! 
Eloise osked me 
to sleep over! 


The WHOLE night! 


Yes, Agnes. I've 
bolted down the 
furniture and hidden 
all my nail polish . .. 


AH, WHAT AN ADVENTURE! GOING OFF ON YOUR OWN! 
FACING THE WORLD WITH ONLY A TOOTHBRUSH AND A 
SMILE. 


TO SEE NEW HORIZONS, GET TO KNOW OTH 
ERS' PARENTS, THEIR ATTITUDES 


And don’t forget to 
say thank you when 
you leave. Don’t pick 
your nose. And don’t .. 


These 
are my 
parents, 


. . and this is my 
room. Buzz off, 
brother Ben! 


Marsha, 1 

mm 

hear you're 

r 

taking your 
life into 

t A 

your own 
hands... 

//lii'Ji 














IT WAS THOSE GAY, ENRICHING EVENINGS WE LEARNED THE BASICS OF WOMANHOOD A TRAINING 
GROUND FOR TOMORROW S WIVES AND MOTHERS. AH, LEARNING TO BE LITTLE LADIES .. TRA ' N ' NG 


So I said: Tommy, 
if you do that 
again, I'll punch 
your face! So 
he said: NYAHH! and I 
creamed him flat! 
hee hee. 


Wonder 


Hey! When you pull 
the taffy up, the 
linoleum comes too! 


This is my sister's: 
called 

Orange Flip. 


Yeah... 
waltaminit. 
Someone 
said: 
This is 
my sexy. 


So I said: 
Won't let 
me on the 
team, huh? 
And then I 
punched him 


You look 
just like 
Debbie 
Reynolds! 


THOSE COSY PARTIES WERE SUCH EN 
TERTAINING, ENRICHING FUN... 


TOO BAD YOU HAD A 

DELICATE STOMACH ... AND COULD NEVER STAY FOR BREAKFAST! 


And then the 
Blood Monster 
roared "guts!" .. 


How many times have 
I told you root 
beer and "somemores" 
don't mix?!! Getting 
up at 4 AM! Your 
father is exhausted! 
Young lady —is that 
eyebrow pencil?!! 
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Can you picture Napoleon 
huddled in a jeep, squawking 
commands to his troops on 
a walkie-talkie? Can you picture 
Julius Caesar being filibustered to death on the floor of the Senate? No, it's a good thing those 
great moments in history happened when they did, when there was still some romanticism, some 
lyricism to life. Because today things would be very, very different. Like for instance... 
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1 THOUGHT VO f-lHO V CO HEPS 
WITH VOUP HOOUGAN FPlENPG ! 
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Look around you. Everywhere you go these days, people are quivering like their brains have turned to heaps of day-old ba¬ 
nana jello. The world is just too much for them. Life is too difficult. They can't seem to relate to themselves or other persons. 
They're hung-up! They're crying for help! So the publishing industry has responded with books like I'm OK—You're OK, How 
To Be Your Own Best Friend, and Be the Person You Were Meant to Be, each of which professes to have the answer to 
America's mental mess. Well, the Berserk Department of CRAZY has its own answer, and it’s right here in our own little pop 
psychology treatise entitled ... 


HOWTO 



ON YOUR 



... and beat 
them into submission 


by Rabis Q. Fabotnik, Ph.F.T. 

Internationally Famous Before His Demise As The “Saddle-Sore Psychiatrist" 
Introduction: the Art of Lynching 


Think of your mind as a western ghost town and your con¬ 
sciousness as a tuft of sagebrush blown down the dusty, deso¬ 
late main street by the dry desert wind. Quick —before the rail¬ 
road comes through!—ask yourself which of the rotted doors 
that line that street are closed to you? Which of your desires 
will never come to fruition, because the lonely breeze whisks 
you carelessly past the livery stable, the general store, and the 
assay office, out toward the oblivion of Boot Hill? 

But wait! Suddenly you hear voices! The high-pitched scream 
of a sleazy chorus girl mingles with the honky-tonk piano ver¬ 
sion of "Strangers In the Night" streaming out into the street 
from the Last Chance Saloon. A gunshot! And now you're trans¬ 
formed—no longer a prickly desert weed, you've become the 
Sheriff! Your silver badge glints in the bright sunlight. You 
swagger confidently down the street to check out the carryin's- 
on at the bar 

There are other people on the street now, too. Farmers, cat¬ 
tlemen. clerks, women, children, even an accountant—all look¬ 
ing to you for protection. And all of them have your laceI 
They're your mental population, all the inhabitants of your head, 
Sheriff Consciousness, and they need you! 

Without warning, he steps through the swinging doors of 
the saloon and stalks out to meet you. He's dressed in black 


and wearing a pair of mean-looking sixguns. He's the Hang-Up 
Kid, just arrived on the stage from Durango, and he’s gunning 
for you. 

"Ah'm out tuh subvert yuh. Sheriff Consciousness," he snarls. 
"Draw!" 

But before either of you can fire, the townspeople come 
rushing into the street, grab the Hang-Up Kid's ebony 45. and 
pistol whip him to death. You watch smiling as his battered, 
broken remains shrivel up like a raisin in the noonday sun. An¬ 
other hang-up has hit the dust. 

The point of this analogy is that more of you wants to be free 
than be hung-up. And if you can make your mind function as a 
lumpy grey lynch mob , you can gang up on your hang-ups and 
hang 'em high. 

In the following pages, we shal. examine some of the most 
common hang-ups of everyday life and show how real people, 
some of them even less fortunate than yourself, dropped these 
desperadoes in their tracks. As you read their inspiring stories, 
keep in mind that you. too, can emerge alive and happy from 
the Gunfight at the Cerebral Corral. You, too, can be free from 
those joy-rustlin psychological owlhoots. When your head is 
a crazed mob out for blood, all things are possible. 
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I. EGO HANG-UPS 


You can't get past your hang-ups with other people until 
you've throttled your hang-ups about yourself. Carnage begins 
at home. So let's start v/ith a look in the mirror. What do you 
see when you gaze at your own reflection? 

Are you ugly? Are you loo tall? Too short? Too fat? Too 
skinny? Ask yourself. "Am I worthy of continued existence?" 
Are you disappointed when your reflection doesn't answer? 
Bend down and touch your toes. Did your head smash into the 
mirror? Do you feel clumsy? Are you just prain stupid to have 
bent down like that when you knew that was going to happen? 
None of your friends would've bent down and broken their 
mirrors, would they? But then they do everything better than 
you. You're a meatball, and everybody knows it! You're in¬ 
ferior! And you've got seven more years of bad luck. 


Well, it's true You are inferior. You're worthless. Nobody 
cares about you. You could die at 7:30 on a Tuesday night, and 
Happy Days" would still come on at eight. 

But what you don't realize \s-EVERYONE’S INFERIOR! 

Tests at a leading university have shown that every single 
person on the face of the globe is ugly, short, tall, fat, skinny, 
unworthy to live, clumsy, or stupid. There are no exceptions. 

Armed with that vital information, your mental lynch mob can 
go to work on your inferiority hang-up. It can shout through the 
jailhouse window: "Nyaah, nyaah! Everybody's got you! Robert 
Redford is as inferior as I am!" Then your maddened throng 
can burst into the fail, pull the Hang-Up Kid out of his cell be¬ 
tween the bars, and string him up, just as Ihe man in the follow¬ 
ing Case History did to his hang-up, 


CASE HISTORY #30746-A 



JACOB FOBSHOTCH. 41. Male. Cau¬ 
casian. Father a vegetable vendor in 
Yucatan. Mother a motorcycle stunt 
rider and, in season, a performer in a 
‘‘Human Salmon" act in which she 
swims up waterfalls. 

Jacob Fobshotch stood 4-feet-7- 
inches tall and tipped the scales at a 
whopping 484 pounds. His face was 
described, even by his mother, as “an 
artichoke with eyes." His complexion 
was so oily that he couldn't go out on 
a hot day when the pollen count was 
high, or he'd look like a breaded veal 
cutlet. His legs, short and flappy with 
sacs of fat, were too thick to place one 
before the other when he walked, and 
so he was forced to hop from place to 
place on both l'eet in a pogo-like series 
of bounces. Though a pleasant enough 
conversationalist. Fobshotch was cer¬ 
tainly no intellectual. His awkward 
physical conformation spoiled his re¬ 
lationships with people: at even the 
slightest twinge of excitement, he 
would clap his hands joyously, dis¬ 
turbing his delicate balance, and thus 
pitch forward, bowling over whomever 
he had engaged in discussion. He com¬ 
plained consistently of fatigue, because 
he would roll off his bed almost every 
night when he attempted to turn over 
on his stomach and would spend the 
rest of the night trying to pull himself 
back up, usually without success. 

Perhaps understandably, Jacob be¬ 
gan to doubt his worth as a human be¬ 
ing. Whereas once he had been gre¬ 
garious, accepting invitations from any¬ 
one whose door was wide enough to 
admit him, he began to withdraw into 
himself. He became morose, dejected, 
unwilling to venture out of his garage 
apartment even to procure the neces¬ 
sities of life. 

A friend convinced Jacob to seek out 
therapy, however, and so Fobshotch 
took up residence in the tool shed of 
the Fabotnik Clinic in Frogroclt, Con¬ 
necticut, and underwent treatment for 
five full years. 

In that time, Jacob learned many 
things. He learned that, so large a per¬ 
son as himself must have thousands of 
little Jacobs inside him to gang up on 
his hang-up. He told himself circles 
were pretty. He replaced his Holly¬ 
wood bed with an enormous hollowed- 

46 


out gourd, shipped from his fathor in 
Yucatan, which at last enabled him to 
obtain a full night's sleep. He develop¬ 
ed an interest in the opposite sex. And 
he learned how to play “My Darling 
Clementine” on the Clinic’s chain saw. 

Today, Jacob is married and the fa¬ 
ther of seven. His wife, a model whose 
svelte form has appeared on the covers 
of countless fashion magazines, is proud 


to walk alongside him as he bounces 
down the street. 

“All I had to do," says Jacob', “was 
convince myself that artichokes are a 
very popular vegetable and that some 
women like a husband they can keep 
in the garage. Then I could smother my 
hang-up in my leaves and smash his 
nose in a pool of oil on my mental floor. 
Today. I'm a ball of happiness." 



II. FAMILY HANG-UPS 


Now that youVe gotten past your doubts about yourself, you 
can begin to look around you, to see the world you really live 
in. And what do you see in that world? That’s right: MORE PEO¬ 
PLE WITH DOUBTS ABOUT YOU. 

Those in closest proximity to you are most likely your family. 
In America, this normally consists of a mother, a father, and 1 5 
siblings. You are the ".5"—you must be! Mom and Dad don’t 
like you, don't respond to you the way they do your brother or 
sister who has a left side as well as a right. As a result, you hate 
your brother. Since no one likes to be hated, he hates you. Uh- 
oh. What's that? Your mothers abdomen is getting bigger 
bigger... BIGGER... and suddenly your odds for survival 
are reduced even more. Now you’re only .5 out of 2.5. Where 
you once had a third of your parents' attention, you now havo 
only one-fifth. You’ve got to do something to find your niche in 
this group . 

You ask your parents, Why don't you like me? They snort 
and turn up their noses at you, saying, ‘ Why can't you be more 


like cousin Joanie?" You run crying to your bedroom. Cousin 
Joanie died last year. 

Lying on the bed, pounding your little fists into your pillow, 
the awful truth hits you: you're adopted! It's coincidence you 
have your father's face and your mother's thighs Thats why 
they don't love you! You're not really theirs! 

What you don't realize is—EVERYONE'S PARENTS ADOPT¬ 


ED HIM OR HER. 

Tests at a leading university have shown that no natural chil¬ 
dren have been born to any American family since 1945. Every¬ 
one born since that date has come from somewhere else. And 
even the government isn't quite sure where. 

To gang up on your family hang-up, you need only remind 
yourself that you live in a nation where being half a person is 
a normal condition Indeed, most people today know so little 
about living and being human that you're up on them by one- 
half even if that's ail you’ve got. Take for example the subject 
of the following case history: 


CASE HISTORY #30746-B 


I-IORST TURTLEWACKS, 28. Male. 
Caucasian, with funny red splotches. 
Father a former meter-reader at Dach¬ 
au, emigrated to the United States in 
194? to become a free-lance artificial 
insemination donor. Mother opened 
laundry service in 1950, specializing in 
supplying permanent press moist towel- 
ettes to the Lickin' Chicken chain in 
Gas Vapors, Ohio. 

Subject diagnosed in 1960 as suffer¬ 
ing from acute paranoid schizophrenia 
and impacted wisdom teeth, a victim of 
what is today called the battered-child 
syndrome. Parents in his early years 
behaved toward him with extreme 
cruelty. Turtlewacks first began to sus¬ 
pect his relationship with his parents 
was abnormal when he found his sec¬ 
ond-grade report card, which had been 
mailed to his parents, marked “Ad¬ 
dressee deceased; return to sender." 

Cruel punishments began when Tur- 
tlewacks was nine and stood 2-feet-4- 
inches in his mother's high heels. His 
mother, Shelley Turtlewacks, who 
towered over him at 7-feet-4-inches (and 
later was divorced by her husband af¬ 
ter running off with a talent scout for 
the Boston Celtics), accused young 
Horst of dishonesty. "I knew the little 
bugger was no good,” she told the so¬ 
cial worker. "And when he talked to 
me, I knew he was lying. He could 
never look me directly in the navel." 

On these occasions when she suspect¬ 
ed her son, Mrs. Turtlewacks would 
send him to bed without supper. In the 
morning on awakening, Horst was fur¬ 
ther punished by having to lay in bed 
and stare at the basketball hoops his 
parents had nailed to the ceiling during 
the night. 

Difficulties developed between Ilorst 
and his brother Leroy. One afternoon, 
while playing, Horst beat Leroy into 
insensibility with a rubber Planet of 
the Apes mask after Leroy stuffed 
Horst's pet hamster, Dogfood, into the 
Vege-Matic. 

Horst's relationship with his sister 
Schatze fared no better. When Horst 
was twelve, he locked himself in his 
sister's room and accidentally set her 



prize rubber plant on fire. After inhal¬ 
ing the smoke, he ran up a bill of $187.50 
on her private Princess phone by dial¬ 
ing the recorded weather announcement 
in Anchorage, Alaska, 47 times. Horst 
stopped speaking to his sister the day 
she spent five hours in the bathroom 
with her Queen Helene Home Electro¬ 
lysis Kit, causing Horst to collapse 
outside the bathroom door. He was 
rushed into emergency surgery, where 
his left kidney was replaced with two 
paper clips, a rubber band, and a tire 
pump. 


It was then that Horst realized his 
adult height would probably not exceed 
four feet, and he began to suspect he 
was adopted. He decided to have it out 
with his parents, face-to-hip. Total 
honesty. 

“Dad,” said Horst, “tell me straight 
— am I adopted?" 

"No. kid,” said Torticola Turtlewacks, 
“you're an android." 

This response so traumatized Horst 
that he spent the remainder of the 
school term lying on his back in bed, 
beeping at the basketball hoops. Os¬ 
tracism by his schoolmates accom¬ 
panied his return the following Septem¬ 
ber. Horst was different. When others 
asked for permission to go to the little 
boys' room. Horst wanted to go next 
door to the garage and change his wa¬ 
ter. 

Psychotherapy during college en¬ 
abled Horst to pin-point his hang-up: 
a lack of self-identity due to the domi¬ 
nation of his parents. Inquiries at the 
Gas Vapors post office also revealed 
the true cause of Horst’s short statue: 
malnutrition. His father would con¬ 
stantly remind Horst that "children 
were starving in Europe." In the dead 
letter office, the local postmaster un¬ 
covered several envelopes addressed to 
France and stuffed with roast beef and 
rice pudding. 

Able to see his parents in perspec¬ 
tive, Horst could function as his own 
man He obtained a job as a research 
assistant for an astronomer special¬ 
izing in the study pf dwarf stars. 

His parental conflict was resolved 
when his mother's body was found 
floating in the Charles River with a 
fully inflated basketball shoved down 
her throat. His father mailed himself 
in a Care package to a tribe of starving 
cannibals in Uganda and was never 
heard from again. 

Horst led a successful and produc¬ 
tive life once he’d ganged up on his 
hang-up. But he never rid himself of 
the belief that he was an android. He 
died last year in Las Vegas of an ad¬ 
vanced case of VD, allegedly contract¬ 
ed from a promiscuous slot machine. 
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III. SOCIAL HANG UPS 


Do you sweat? Do you smell? Is your breath a major cause 
of air pollution? Does it require a feat of endurance to get near 
your unshod feet? Does your dandruff fall in blizzards? Has 
your face ever been mistaken for a NASA photograph of the 
moon? 

Do you know what to say when you're introduced to that man 
or woman you've been longing to meet? Or does it all come 
out, "Nyunga, hoozit frapsi gagazum zun> dippity doo?" 

Are you poised? Confident of your etiquette? Can you re¬ 
member names? Can you remember faces? Are you punctual, 
or are you always the last to arrive everywhere? 

Does your mother still dress you funny? Did she insist you 
wear your Winnie the Pooh blazer to the senior prom? Will she 
let you get out of the house without fourteen layers of clothing 
even in the summertime? 

From the family, your view of the world grows to encompass 
situations of a social nature, how you relate to others at school, 
at parties, at the office, in restaurants, in gas stations, on buses, 
on dates, on top of Old Smokey, and occasionally in traction. 
Undoubtedly, you are convinced you are the social washcloth 
ot the century. 


But never forget: NOBODY'S ANY GOOD IN A SOCIAL SIT¬ 
UATION! 

Tests at a leading university have shown conclusively that 
not a single living man or woman (Amy Vanderbilt is dead, re¬ 
member) in America would fare any better than the average pig 
in a test of his social graces. 

There's no need to be embarrassed by your bad manners, 
your inability to speak, your tendency to upchuck the salad 
course into the soup. You can be successful in business. You 
can be personable at parties. You can date your dream person. 

But first you must gang up on your hang-up, shove it out onto 
the dance floor in the middle of the polka number, let all those 
joyous Austrians leaping and swirling about in your mind tram¬ 
ple it beneath their clogs. Then, when it's time for the waltz, 
you can saunter up to the man or woman you most desire and 
without fear of humiliation, whisper in his or her ear a breath- 
takingly clever phrase that fairly rolls off the tip of your tongue, 
like, "Zip-a-dee-doo-dah. zip-a-dee-ay, did you know my parrot 
died today?” 

You don't believe you can be so glib, witty, and juicy? Then 
we direct your attention to one of the strangest cases the Fa- 
botnik Clinic has ever recorded. 


CASE HISTORY #30746-C 


S.K.G. is famous in neurological jour¬ 
nals. Only her initials are ever given so 
as to safeguard her privacy and fool the 
IRS. Over a period of years and through 
painful research, these facts were com¬ 
piled about her: she is of French-Es- 
kimo descent; about twenty-three years 
of age: stands about six-feet-two- 
inches; weighs in at around a hundred 
pounds; has red, waist-length Brillo- 
pad hair, the teeth of a mule, and wears 
coke bottle lenses in her horn rims. 

Little is known of S.K.G.'s early 
years. No trace of her has ever been 
found in the U.S. Bureau of Records, 
and she doesn’t have a passport. It is 
assumed some early rejection trauma 
caused an unusual schizoid manifes¬ 
tation in that she caused to exist in 
relation to the real world. Indeed, this 
schizophrenia absentia is so deeply 
seated that in order to observe the sub¬ 
ject, a complex ritual must be perform¬ 
ed to make her appear. 

First, the researcher must be male 
and must agree to meet S.K.G. in an 
impressive social gathering, where he 
is surrounded by his intimate friends. 
Secondly, he and his friends must ar¬ 
rive at. the appointed meeting place no 
earlier than fifteen minutes before 
S.K.G.'s appearance. Thirdly, the re¬ 
searcher's friends are not to know the 
meeting is for scholarly purposes. 
Fourth, the researcher must shuffle his 
feet and look uncomfortuble until one 
of his friends asks, "Who is this new 
girl friend of yours, anyway?” At which 
point the researcher must answer, "Well, 
actually, she’s a BLIND DATE some 
friends set me up with. But she has a 
WONDERFUL PERSONALITY, I'm 
told." At those words, S.K.G. seems 
to materialize out of thin air, wearing a 
shocking pink rayon two-ninety-five 
special, and knocks over somebody’s 
drink as she lunges to shake hands 
with her "date.” The session has begun. 

In his self-sacrificing dedication to 
search for medical truth, Dr. Rabis Q. 
Fabotnik put himself through a tor- 
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tuous night of swinging singles bars 
with S.K.G. He found that she could 
not dance, could not carry on a con¬ 
versation, but had a remarkable cap¬ 
acity to hold her liquor. Around two 
a.m., after her twenty-fifth tequilla 
bloody mary, S.K.G. began to open up 
to Fabotnik. At least, her pores began 
opening up, which drove all the other 
customers away from their table, leav¬ 
ing Fabotnik free to ask his two burn¬ 
ing questions. 

■‘Where do you go when you disap¬ 
pear," breathed Fabotnik. "and how 
have you managed to exist outside 
reality?” 


"How should I know?" she replied 
coyly from around the glass stuck in 
her teeth. “I’m always so hung over!" 

To avoid reproducing the rest of the 
evening’s conversation (which included 
several expletives, an irreparable rift 
between Fabotnik and his friends, sev¬ 
en more drinks, and some rather lewd 
references to the topless penguin dance 
team performing directly above them), 
here is Fabotnik's summary of how 
S.K.G. ganged up on her highly un¬ 
usual hangup: 

S.K.G. realized one day that she 
wasn't a real girl at all. She was a prac- 
ticai joke to be played on somebody 
who needed to be shot down. Inside her 
gangling body, the several her’s got to¬ 
gether and decided that this made 
S.K.G. something unique: she was the 
Original Blind Date, the girl no guy 
had ever noticed before until it was too 
late and he was stuck for the evening. 

But S.K.G. realized, too. that that 
need not be a liability. After all. she 
was an Original. An original is worth 
more than a copy. A blind date with her 
was a prize for any man, so why should 
she hang around and take all the caca 
that came her way about her looks and 
personality and bad manners? "Let’s 
make 'em pay!” her selves cried in uni¬ 
son. 

Thus S.K.G. resolved to become a 
psychological phenomenon. She is the 
only recorded case of schizophrenia 
absentia, and as must be clear by now, 
her every whim is catered to. 

Neurologists would just love to cut 
into her brain to find out what makes 
her tick, for they fear that when S.K.G.’s 
case is widely publicized, an epidemic 
of schizophrenia absentia may strike 
the U.S., as people turn away from re¬ 
ality in hordes. 

So far. though, S.K.G, has been too 
fast to get trapped under the knife. Her 
last words to Fabotnik reportedly were, 
"Tell those punks I've paid my dues, 
I’m happy, and give ’em the razzberries 
for me!" Then she faded away. 



IV. SEX HANG-UPS 


Bad news. Even if you’re at peace with your ego, even if you 
know where you stand with your family, even if you can cope 
with social situations.,. you’re probably s till hung up. 

Oh, sure, you're past the "Who Am I?" stage, but now you’re 
starting to ask an even more alarming question, aren’t you? A 
little voice in the back of your mind keeps squeaking. Yeah, 
gwangi... but what are you?" 

You know the difference between boys and girls, but you’re 
not sure you're either one. Your mother always took you to the 
lavatory at restaurants, but your father wants you to join the 
Cub Scouts. Your Aunt Minnie gave you a doll last Christmas, 
but Uncle Herbert gave you a hard hat. You’re unsure about 
where you stand in this here duality. And you're scared to look. 

Or perhaps you're sure about that but you have other ques¬ 
tions, other worries. When your osh-osh mate clamps his slip¬ 
pery paws on your tropics, you don’t seem to feel anything. 
You should be hot with the flames of desire, but instead you 
feel like you belong on sale at Dairy Queen. 

Worse yet, you're not sure he or she really respects you. 
You're afraid you're being used. You’re not sure you love him. 
You're not sure he loves you. You're afraid you'll go to Hell if 
he doesn't get his tongue out of your ear but fast! 

What you don't realize is —YOU'RE THE ONLY ONE IN THE 
WORLD WITH THESE PROBLEMS! 

Tests at a leading university have shown conclusively that 


you're weird. You need help. Or you’re going to go off the deep 
end for sure. So listen up. We won't repeat ourselves (but you 
may reread this portion of the article if you wish). 

The way to gang up on your sex hang-ups is to cross your 
eyes, look at yourself in the mirror, and say, "It doesn't matter 
what I am. Nobody else is me. And so what if they’re gratelul 
for that? I'm terrific. All the men/women in the world better 
be attracted to me, or they'll never know what they missed." 

That should effectively cause your little Irint to surface. A 
frint is a tiny web-footed creature who lives in the darkest 
depths of your consciousness and is responsible for all your 
sex hang-ups. In some cases, the frint must be removed surgi¬ 
cally, but usually you can kill it with a show of unshakeable con¬ 
fidence. 

The frint will say, "Aw, g’wan! You gots all da sex appeal ol a 
box of Cheerios! Only you affects da opposite sex like a box of 
All-Bran! You kiss like a vacuum cleaner! You hug like a wet 
noodle! You osh-osh like it wuz just somethin' ta fill da time be¬ 
tween reruns of Gilligan's Island," 

You must say to your frint: "I love to be drenched in milk. I 
love to release peoples tension. A noodle is velvety to the 
touch. And 'Gilligan's Island' is on only once a day for thirty 
minutes. I'm wonderful Your frint should fall over in a stupor, 
then, leaving you free for all time, just like the subject of our 
final case history. 


CASE HISTORY #969696 Z 


CLAUDIA LETCH. 37. Male. Cauca¬ 
sian. Father deceased. Mother employ¬ 
ed as an exotic dancer in Tijuana, Mexi¬ 
co, until 1967 when her burro eloped 
with an Ecuadorian movie starlet: moth¬ 
er currently works as a stable boy at a 
race track in Michigan. 

Subject's problems stem directly from 
his mother's own confusion over sex 
roles. “I always wanted a boy,” Mrs. 
Letch confessed. “In (act, I always 
wanted to be a boy. Now I am. And my 
son is a girl. My husband died in child¬ 
birth, and I decided right then and 
there I wanted a boy who was a girl or 
something. So I named it Claudia’ 
and figured it served him right leaving 
me all alone like that!" 

Forced to attend school wearing a 
dress, pigtails, and a saddle, Claudia 
decided early on that he had no aspira¬ 
tions to become a horse. One day at ago 
eleven, while out grocery shopping with 
his mother, Claudia unstrapped the sad¬ 
dle and proceeded to beat his mother 
with the stirrups. Only her tight grip 
on the boy’s reins saved her from per¬ 
manent disfigurement. She was able to 
pull him to the floor beside her and 
bury the both of them in spinach cans 
while simultaneously pummelling him 
in the stomach with her spurs before 
any serious damage could be done. 

But the memory of that incident 
never left Claudia. For the first time 
in his life, he’d felt like more than a 
beast of burden. He recalls vividly the 
look on his mother's face when the first 
slashing stirrup tore open her gas mask. 
He recalls the expressions of horror his 
actions evoked from the store manager 
and the other customers. From that day 
on, he always carried a stirrup under 
his pony tail. 

In high school, Claudia experienced 
rejection every time he asked a girl for 
a date. They would stare at his dress 
and his patent leather pumps and then 



run screaming down the corridors. His 
only confidant during these painful 
years was old Ollie, the school’s cus¬ 
todian, who would take Claudia into the 
sub-cellar and show him pictures of his 
(Ollie's) lawn. Believing that nice peo¬ 
ple liked lawns, Claudia book to wearing 
grass skirts. 

Claudia finished two years of col¬ 
lege before he was expelled under cir¬ 


cumstances which he refused to discuss 
until his third year of therapy. Like 
most boys raised as horses, Claudia was 
unusually athletic and so was admitted 
to the university on a football scholar¬ 
ship and became captain of the team in 
his sophomore year. Unfortunately, that 
same year he was also elected Home¬ 
coming Queen. He was thrown out of 
school when he tried to date and dance 
with himself at the victory celebration. 

In despair. Claudia sought to drown 
his troubles in work. In twelve months 
he held six different jobs in seven 
states, working as a waitress, a male 
model, an airline stewardess, a fireman, 
a seamstress, and a palomino, while 
trying to decide what he was. 

Finally, when even his atheltic prow¬ 
ess failed him and he was unable Co win 
even one race, Claudia committed him¬ 
self to a glue factory. He was dragged 
out of the vat by a conscientious work¬ 
man and placed in a mental institution, 
where he spent all his days and nights 
in a stall In the ladies' room until four 
years ago when he came under the care 
of the late Dr. Rabis Q. Fabotnik, who 
spent long hours sitting on the sinks, 
pretending to wash his hands, trying to 
draw Claudia out. 

Fabotnik convinced Claudia that his 
confusion existed only in his mind. 
What Claudia had to do to be cured was 
to close his montal barn door before the 
horse- With the animal part of him lost 
in some psychological ravine, Claudia 
could then be free to gang up on the 
girl who was hanging him up. 

That girl turned out to be Claudia's 
mother. He escaped from the institution 
late one night, hitched a ride to Michi¬ 
gan, and suffocated her under one of 
his grass skirts. 

Today Claudia Letch is sane and hap¬ 
py and awaiting execution in death rorv 
at the Michigan State Penitentiary. An 
appeal is before the courts. 
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A Haiku and a Sonnet with a Wart Bulging On It 


"The Essential Contrast" 

A cola is great, that you can bet, 
When compared to gorilla sweat. 
Rare meat shines, this I know, 

When side-by-side with anteater me. 


"Amen, Probably" 

The pen is mightier than the sword. 
The devil, uglier than the Lord. 

Up is up. Down is down 
Left is left, around around. 

Allis constant. All is change 
How do you spell "existential?" 


"After the Storm" 

Thunder Lightning Crash Boom Bang 
□ onder Slitzcn Orangutan 
Raindrops fall with a ping ping ping 
Hear the birdies sing sing sing 
I saw a robin drown. 


"Busy Signal" 

II your telephune buzzes 
That means it's broke. 
Get it fixed. 

What a joke! 

The repairman cometh, 
Then you're broke. 

Buzz buzz buzz 

"Dead Letters" 
RC AC AMO 
FG HP QQE 
PK DA RTE 
SA VW HAT 


"I Am Not!" 

Fester, fester, boil and simmer, 

Watch the lights grow dimmer, dimmer. 
See the room begin to spin. 

Wondering what world you're in. 

See the paint melt off the wall 
See a walrus eal his stall. 

An Eskimo will drive his car. 

And only a fool would read this far. 


Writer: BRUCE CARLIN Arm!: DUFFY VOHLAND 



50 





Ferd Mushnick is just 
one of the many CRAZY 


Writer: SCOTT EDELMAN 


staff workers who will 
gladly visit your home in 
the middle of the night 
with a tactical nuclear 
missile if you don't send 
us the form below at 
left. Masochists may use 
form on right. 


FLY 

ME. 

FLY 

CRAZY. 


SEND TO: CRAZY SUBSCRIPTION DEPT. | 
C/O MARVEL MAGAZINES 
575 MADISON AVENUE 
NEW YORK, N Y. 10022 

Help! I don't want my neighborhood to 
look like Hiroshima after the bomb fell! 
Enclosed find S4.00 for a seven issue 
subscription to your putrid publication. 

NAME_ 

ADDRESS_ 

CITY_ 

STATE_ZIP - 


SEND TO: CRAZY SUBSCRIPTION DEPT, 
c/o MARVEL MAGAZINES 
575 MADISON AVENUE 
NEW YORK, NY. 10022 

Hey! Here's my four bucks for seven 
sickening issues of CRAZY. Americas third 
best-selling humor magazine. Only. 

I want Ferd to visit me. I tike pain. 

NAME_ 

ADDRESS_ 

CITY_ 

STATE_ZIP_ 


WARNING :CRAZY Magazine lakes no responsibility for consequences of use of this coupon 







Dogs really go for those slimy little nog 
gets swimming in greasy gravy. _ 


Treat your dog to UP-CHUCK WAGON 
Imitation Dinner for Dogs today. 


UP CHUCK WAGON is oasy for you too. 
No messy cans to open. Just pour it in 
your dog's bowl, add water, and stand 


-UP CHUCK WAGON has all the miner¬ 
als and vitamins any healthy dog needs 
to prevent diarrhea and hoof-and-mouth. 


Feed your dog UP-CHUCK WAGON. He'll 
thank you for it.. . 


.. tllF HE LIVES tONG ENOUGH 
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